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1 . Chapter 1 

Disclaimer: I don't own Rise of the Guardians, How to Train Your 
Dragon, Tangled or Brave! None of me is in anyway affiliated with 
Dream Works or Disney. This is a fan fiction, written only for 
fun . 

This is the first time I've written a fan fiction for something 
besides Gundam Wing, so bear with me while I try and get my 
footing . 

Seasons Change 

Chapter 1 : Reborn to Night 

He shifted, everything was dark around him and cold. The cold encased 
him and pushed back when he tried to move, pinning him down. So he 
pushed harder, and when the darkness and cold around him shifted, he 
found himself sitting up into a bright night lit by a full moon that 
looked enormous in the sky. 

What had been holding him down was earth and rocks. Now he pushed 
that aside and started brushing it out of his hair and off his arms. 
The bright moon illuminated the area around him, and there was a 
beach not a few yards away from him. 

He moved his legs up out of the earth which fell away easily now and 
moved to stand only to find himself flat on his face as he tried to 
walk to the water. Air wooshed out of his lungs and he inhaled dirt 
as he pushed up to turn over. 



Coughing, he wiped his mouth and looked down at his legs. His 
leg . 

The panic flowing through him burst out and the dirt around him flew 
up into a small cloud. More coughing, but he was surprised to find 
that the sudden wind was so warm. 

There was nothing for it but to crawl to the water, he was so 
thirsty. Then maybe he could figure out what was going on. Reaching 
out to pull himself towards the gently lapping water, his hand came 
down upon something softer than rocks. 

He pulled it towards him and looked at it in the moonlight. It was 
just a little taller than him, with a 'Y' at the top, made of sturdy 
wood that felt warm in his hands, sun baked. He used it to stand, 
pulling himself up and then hopped towards the water. 

Trying not to think about his missing leg, and how that could have 
happened, was hard, but not as he realized just how alone he was. 
There was no sound but that of the ocean all around him. Behind him 
was the rise of a mountain, just him and the beach for as far as he 
could see. 

He had no urge to call out, who would he call to anyway. The night 
wasn't cold, he was quite warm. But he was going to need fresh water 
and food eventually. But which way to go. He stared at the water and 
saw the moon there too, shining happily down at him. 

He looked up and saw the friendly face smiling down at him in the 
shadows on the moon. 

"Hiccup?" It jumped from his lips and sounded quite loud in the quiet 
night . 

A warm wind flew into his face, welcoming. It smelled of fresh earth 
and tall grass. The urge to run over took him, but one step took him 
down again. But before he could get his arms out to catch himself, 
despite one hand still holding onto the staff he'd found, the warm 
wind came back and picked him up, carrying him a few feet before 
setting him down again. 

His one foot in the water. Hiccup balanced himself with his staff and 
laughed. His hair stood on end and his vest was half falling off, but 
he hadn't tasted dirt again. That had been a rather strong wind. 
Hiccup smiled to himself and tried again. 

He reached out with both hands, balancing precariously on one foot 
and just like that, he felt the pull on his arms. Pulling them out to 
his sides and away from each other, he felt the warm wind come and 
hit him in the chest, pushing him right over backwards into the 
water . 

"Perfect." Hiccup sat up and shook the water from his hair. That was 
when he noticed that the water, that had been cold when he'd fallen 
back into it, was now lukewarm. 

He reached out and put his hand in water further away from him. It 
was cold, really cold, but as he left his hand there, it warmed 
up . 



Hiccup levered himself up again, and tried using the wind to push him 
to land, succeeding only in an awkward summersault towards dry land. 
"Ouch. " 

Hiccup stayed sitting this time, what else could he try this warming 
up thing on? 

He tried it on several rocks, warming them up from their ice cold 
state and set them in a neat little pile. Why was he giving off so 
much heat? 

Hiccup looked up at the moon again, smiling down at him without any 
worry, and blew his bangs out of his eyes with a heavy puff. 

The shadow that flew across it was making a turn. What gave off a 
shadow like that? 

Hiccup stood, he felt uneasy again. He couldn't get away with only 
one leg, and there was nothing here to hide behind. But when the 
shadow grew closer and he saw a contraption being pulled by some kind 
of flying animals, something tight in his chest eased up and he stood 
up to wait. 

Whatever it was was coming for him, and didn't feel sinister at 
all . 

"Woah, slow down. You stop now, here, stop here!" The loud voice 
boomed, carrying easily over the water and Hiccup watched the sleigh 
being pulled by large deer come to land on his beach. 

"There you are Viking. I have been looking all over the sea for you." 
His heavy accent was strange but his eyes glowed brightly as he came 
over holding his arms out wide. 

"Uh, wait ... wait ! " Hiccup tried to take a step back, but again forgot 
about his missing leg and started to fall. This time the large man 
picked him up before he actually tasted dirt and embraced him in a 
crushing hug. 

"We have been waiting for you, so you come now. Yes!" He set Hiccup 
down and strided back to the sleigh. 

Hiccup coughed, getting back the air the man had squeezed out of him. 
"W-wait ! Who are you? Who's waiting for me? What's going on?" Hiccup 
limped towards the sleigh, suddenly afraid of being left behind on 
his own again. "Hold up, I can't..." 

"Ha! I know, of course I know, and so I have brought you THIS!" The 
man turned with a big flourish and held up an odd looking 
contraption. He looked so very proud, but Hiccup was less impressed 
then it seemed the man wanted him to be. 

"What is it?" Hiccup asked. 

The man looked at him, eyes big with surprise and a small frown on 
his mouth. "It's your new leg. Now, come here." 

The man reached out and easily picked him up, turning with him, and 
sitting him down in the sleigh. 



"Oh Jeeze." hiccup leaned back as the man took what was left of his 
left leg and started attaching the contraption to him. 

"Ok, look, while I appreciate the gesture, I don't think, you see, 
this is..." Hiccup held tightly onto his staff and tried to pull his 
leg back several times, but the man was stronger than him. 

"Your thanks are welcome. There." The man stood up and Hiccup wearily 
looked down at his leg. 

"Uh, it's... well, it's..." Hiccup didn't know what to say about it. 
It didn't look like it was going to support him. 

"You stand now, yes?" The man picked him up once more and then set 
him on the beach. 

"Ah, stop doing that!" Hiccup turned around to smack him with the 
staff, missed as the man dodged and kept spinning. "AHH, Woah!" 

He didn't realize till he stopped and stared at the man that the fake 
leg had supported him, had worked just fine. 

"There, you're fixed!" The man laughed, "Now, we go! Everyone is 
waiting!" He waved Hiccup towards his sleigh. 

"Who are you!?" Hiccup demanded, brandishing his staff, refusing to 
take one step towards the sleigh until he got some 
answers . 

"Nicholas St North!" The man gave him a bow and gestured to the 
sleigh again. "Call me North, now, we go!" 

Hiccup sighed, and then just got in the sleigh. Someone, somewhere, 
knew what was going on here. He just hoped that this "Everyone" who 
was waiting would have proper answers. 

He sat back, reaching out to hold onto the side of the sleigh after 
seeing that there was no way to hang on otherwise. 

"How do they fly without wings?" Hiccup asked as North climbed 
in . 

"How else my little Viking friend. Magic!" And with that he was 
calling out to them in a language Hiccup didn't know, and they were 
surging forward on the beach. 

Hiccup held on tighter as the sleigh bumped and thumped along, 
roughly trying to toss him out. "Uh, we're not flying" Hiccup called 
out, but North didn't seem to hear him. He yelled again and with a 
great lurch the sleigh caught the air and they were off into the 
night sky. 

Hiccup gasped for air as the night embraced him and he slowly stood, 
leaning against the side of the sleigh. He looked behind them at the 
lonely beach where he'd woken up. Looking on it high from the air he 
saw that he place he had been was all black, spreading out from where 
he'd been all around half the island. What had happened there? 


North said something and Hiccup turned to ask him to repeat himself, 
and found a swirling of light and colors exploded in the air in front 



of the sleigh. And North didn't look to be changing course. 


"What is that?" Hiccup yelled into the wind. 

"Holding on tight" North yelled and they flew right into the vortex 
as Hiccup yelled. 

00000000000000000000000000000000000000000 

She was wrapped in warm arms, held tightly as she woke slowly. 
Everything was dark, but as tired as she was, something was pulling 
her forward. She reached out and tried to feel for whatever was 
pulling her, her hands drifted through soft little pieces of orange 
and red that crinkled and snapped, moving out of her way as she 
moved . 

She took a step and the leaves fell away, falling to her sides, 
sticking in her hair and to her dress. Her hands grasped the wood of 
the bow, waiting for her, as she stepped away from the large oak 
tree. All around her were trees and grass, glowing a soft green in 
the night . 

She took a few hesitant steps, there were the usual night sounds 
echoing trough the forest, but there was no one out there. She kept 
walking, looking for some break, somewhere she could get her 
bearings . 

Ahead was a glow, the moonlight was bouncing off something. She 
pushed through the brush and stumbled out, her long dress snagging on 
roots and branches and she stepped into a clearing. She brushed more 
leaves from her dress and stood up, the bow tight in her hand. 

There was an almost perfectly round clearing here, ringed by large 
rocks that towered over her. All but one, one looked to have been 
knocked down and was laying inside the circle, underbrush striving to 
grow and climb over it. 

She stepped out of the shadows of the forest and into the moonlit 
circle, looking up as she did to a full moon. It almost seemed to 
smile down at her as she regarded it, looking around, she brought her 
bow up, and walked to the center of the circle. 

She did a full turn and when she got around to where she'd come 
through the forest, she found her way marked by a shock of red and 

orange. Many of the leaves in the surrounding trees that she'd 

brushed against were not of the ground, burnished gold as if autumn 
had caught them unawares. She walked back to the spot and bent down, 
there was a small berry bush right next to the path she'd made that 
now had plump, ripe berries hanging there. 

She reached out and picked one, popping it into her mouth. A bit of 
juice dribbled over her lip as she wiped at it with her sleeve while 

standing up. Doing so brought her attention down to her dress, the 

front of it was marred at the shoulder where it looked like something 
had raked her with large claws and ripped through the fabric. She 
felt her heart begin to pound and she reached under the dress and 
tried to shift it to see under the tight sleeve. 

There were four perfect scars resting there on her skin, had she 
always had those? But they lined up with the rips in her dress. She 



started checking the rest of her, and the rest of her front was fine, 
if not covered in leaves, but reaching around she found loose fabric 
dangling off her back. 

There was no way for her to see, and it was high enough that no 
matter how much she reached, she couldn't find the source of the rip. 
She nearly fell over twisting and turning and found herself in the 
center of the stone circle again. 

In frustration she shoved the bow over her shoulder and she walked 
over and sat with her back against one stone and looked up at the 
moon. She might have to wait here until sunrise. The moon smiled back 
at her worried frown, easing the restlessness in her, and she 
couldn't help but smile a little back. 

"Merida." She hadn't realized she'd said it out loud til she noticed 
how quiet the woods had gotten. She waited with her lips pressed 
tightly together til the night sounds picked up again. 

Looking back at the path, the red and golden leaves, Merida stood and 
started for it again. Standing, she brushed at the leaves stuck to 
her dress. But they didn't move, so she brushed again, her great mass 
of curly, red hair falling forward into her face and showing her just 
how many more leaves were stuck in her hair. Merida pulled at those, 
trying to shake them out, but everything clung to her. 

In frustration she growled and really attacked her dress, waving her 
arms wildly, and just like that a strong wind came and lifted her 
about two feet off the ground, taking half the leaves with it, and 
dropped her back down. Merida froze, hands out for balance as she 
waited for something else to happen. When it seemed nature was done 
attacking her, Merida tried to bring her hair back down from where it 
had frizzed out in the wind and shook her skirts back into 
place . 

Then she tried picking off leaves again, it was probably useless, 
she'd probably be covered in them again in no time, but this was a 
personal battle now. 

And once again, when Merida got angry and began beating her skirt 
again, the wind came and lifted her up, carrying her over and into 
one of the large rocks as it did. Merida let out a little screech as 
she braced her arms out, and rolled to the ground when the wind left. 
She sat up, lips set in a firm frown as she imagined how her hair 
must look now. 

She stood and cursed the wind, shaking her fist at the sky, as she 
did so, leaves around her on the ground picked up and danced. Merida 
watched them, losing her words, and stopped her motions. The leaves 
fell to the ground. 

She took a breath and began waving her arm around again, leaving off 
the words this time, and watched the leaves start to dance again. 

This time, she didn't stop. This time Merida waved bigger and bigger 
and then twirled, watching the leaves move with her, red, brown, 
yellow and orange flying in a wild banner round her as she spun again 
and again. 


Merida laughed and then bent low and then stood quickly, raising her 
arms at the same time and the wind came and picked her up, tossing 



her over six feet in the air. But as her arms stilled, so did the 
wind and she fell back to the ground, crying out as the soft grass 
cushioned her only a little bit. 

"Ow." Merida rubbed her hips as she stood. Checking to make sure her 
bow was in one piece, and then rubbing her hands together, getting 
ready for another try. 

That's when the glow darted through the trees to her left. Merida 
turned quickly to follow it and lost it in the night. She listened, 
but there were no other sounds besides insects and small animals. 
Merida pulled her bow back over her shoulder and held it tight in 
front of her, very aware that she had no arrows to loose. 

Off to her right, there it was again, a soft, golden glow. Darting 
into her vision and then gone when she turned to look. Merida 
swallowed hard, "Is someone out there?" 

Her voice was weaker than she expected and she felt a little flare of 
shame. She got ready to call out louder when the glow came up over 
the trees and flowed gently towards her. It was like a small, golden 
river in the sky, tumbling over invisible rocks and swirling in 
unseen eddies. 

It spilled over the trees at the edge of the clearing like a 
waterfall and then came to dance around her. Merida laughed as it 
danced on air and reached out as it curved around her. Her fingers 
glided gently through it, little splashes jumping up, and then before 
her eyes turning into small birds that glided around her head and 
soared higher above her. 

Merida reached out and tried to grab some of the golden river and 
brought it up to her face. Sand, the little magic was sand, golden 
and glowing bright. 

It made a swirling cone around her, climbing high and then went back 
to the trees where a small golden figure floated, coming towards her 
on a cloud made of the magic sand. 

"Who are you?" Merida asked, smiling brightly at a small man, wearing 
clothes made out of the sand, who smiled gently at her. 

In a gold burst, a hat appeared over his head, which he reached up to 
tilt at her, and then it was gone. He was controlling the sand, she 
was sure of it. But he said nothing to her, only smiled and held out 
his hand. 

"I'm Merida, who are you?" She tried again, reaching out, thinking he 
meant to hold her hand in greeting. 

But when his small hand gripped hers, rather strongly, he pulled her 
up and she found that she could stand on the sand swirling beneath 
him . 

The cloud began to rise, taking them high above the trees and a sand 
fence appeared around her waist for her to hold onto as they stopped 
climbing and started forward, where the little man pointed 
north . 


"Where are we going?" Merida asked him, she wasn't terribly worried. 



She was oddly at ease with him, actually. 


The small man pointed in the direction they were headed and above his 
head appeared three small cones. Merida raised an eyebrow staring at 
them, oddly lumpy, and then realized they were mountains. 

"Oh." Merida started to ask another question and then the sand above 
him changed again, forming different shapes at a growing speed. 

"Wait, wait, I don't understand." Merida said and then suddenly she 
was overtaken with a yawn. 

"Don't you speak?" She asked him, and with an almost sad smile, he 
shook his head. "Oh, that's too bad." 

Merida was surprised to find herself sitting in the next moment. 
"Well, how long till we get there?" She asked, rubbing her eyes, sand 
was floating up and getting into her eyes as they flew. 

She tried to see the small sand man's answer, but her eyes were so 
heavy. Maybe if she just took a short nap, by the time she woke, 
they ' d be 
there . 

000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000 

There was a gentle tickling along her arms and legs, and neck and 
face, as she opened her eyes and looked up. Bright green leaves moved 
away from her face, enough for her to sit up and look around. She 
held her arms tight around herself, pulling her knees up and away 
from more of the vines that were falling away. She was on a rock, 
next to a small brook. The gentle sound of the water bubbling over 
rocks was soothing as a lullaby. 

The stars above winked at her, but they failed in brightness next to 
the full moon hanging low in the sky. She was thirsty, so she stood 
and went to get water from the brook, but something pulled her back 
by her hair and she squeaked as she nearly fell over. 

She turned to tug at it, and found it was everywhere. Her hair was 
long, very, very long. It came off her shoulders and went clear to 
the ground, where it then spilled over the rock she'd been on, and 
then twisted and turned all over the ground where it was snagged in 
branches and twigs. She couldn't help the little tears that popped up 
to her eyes, but she didn't let them fall. She simply sat on the rock 
and started to gather her hair to her, pulling out twigs and such as 
she went, coiling it up next to her. 

It took a long time, but she was finally free, so with a huff she 

gathered it in her arms and went back to trying to get to the brook. 

She knelt, set down her hair, and bent down to get a scoop of it in 

her hands and brought it to her lips. She drank a few hand fulls and 
then sat back on her heels, looking up at the sky. The night was calm 
and quiet, the moon almost looked happy to be sitting there, looking 
down at her. 

She smiled to herself, and bent forward again, intent on splashing 
water over her face. She rolled up her lightly pink sleeves of her 
dress and froze as dread and horror washed through her. There on her 
arms, were long, fresh pink scars. Running in a vertical line from 
her wrist to the inside bend of her elbow. She quickly rolled her 



sleeves back down and covered them, looking around as she did so as 
if expecting someone to jump out and start yelling at her. 

She backed up, crawling until she found her rock at her back and then 
curled her arms around her knees, holding them tight to her chest. 
What was going on? Where was she, who was she? And why were those 
scars on her arms? 

She did let the tears spill this time, burying her face into her arms 
and simply crying. Why was she alone here? Had she been asleep, but 
they why had those plants been covering her. And why was her hair so 
long? 

She let the tears go until they were spent and then finally looked up 
and back to the brook. Crying had made her thirsty again. She crawled 
back, her legs cramping underneath her as she went from sitting 
curled up too long. She wondered, as she sipped, how long it would be 
till morning. 

The moon was much lower in the sky now, kissing the tops of the trees 
on the other side of the brook. Ready to slide beneath the horizon 
for another day. So she stood and looked around, but as the moon 
sank, it got darker and darker. 

She was wondering whether or not she should try moving tonight or 
wait until morning when there was a sound behind her. A sound she had 
never heard, or ground shifting and moving. 

Slowly, fear thrumming through her, she turned around and 
looked . 

Rabbit. Really, really tall, big rabbit! 

She didn't know what to do, why was it on two legs, what was that 
strapped to it, why was it staring at her like that. 

"Hey" It spoke to her, paws coming up. 

She screamed, screamed for all she was worth and fell back over her 
rock trying to get away from it. Her hair dragged behind her and she 
started pulling on it, bring it to her. How could she survive this if 
her hair wouldn't let her? 

Her scream had startled it, it had jumped back away from her, back 
towards a hole in the ground that hadn't been there before and 
watched her with big eyes, ears facing her, paws up as if reaching 
for something behind it . 

"Now just, calm down." He, it was a he. And he was talking to her 
like she was the frightened creature instead of him. 

"Don't tell me to calm down, just go away." She told it, him, firmly 
as she could. 

"Wait, please. Will ya just hear me out?" He asked her, thankfully he 
wasn't getting any closer, and she had all her hair on her side of 
the rock now. 

"No, please go away." She told him, her heart was beating so fast it 
felt like it would burst. 



"I'm not going to hurt you, ok?" He told her, his paws came down and 
he stood there, waiting for her to say something. 


Rabbits ate grass, and carrots, and stuff like that. He was at least 
six feet tall, but he talked. She couldn't decided what to make of 
him . 

"Who are you?" She demanded. 

"I'm Bunny, the Easter Bunny. I'm a Guardian. Will you please talk to 
me?" He asked her. "What's your name?" 

She felt panic rising again, she was so very lost. "I-I don't 
know . " 

"What?" His ears, flipping around and twitching, came forward as if 
he hadn't heard her. 

"I don't know what my name is." The whimper came unbidden to her 
voice. She tried not to cry again, not now. 

"But that's," He looked behind him and up, as if someone should be 
there, shrugging his small shoulders. "Ok," He sighed. "Urn, I have an 
idea . " 

"What idea?" 

"To help you find your name." He said gently and she stared at him, 
hope coming up in her like a warm drink. 

"Really?" She asked, almost unwilling to believe him. But she was so 
desperate to know who she was. 

"Yes, if you'll just come 'ere and..." 

"No." She ducked back behind her rock. 

He looked mad for a second, and then it went away, but it had been 
there. She was scared, the night around her was getting darker and 
darker. What would happen when the moon set and she coudln't see him 
anymore? 

"Ok, You don't have ta. Will ya just do me a favor?" He asked, 
sitting down on his haunches and watching her. 

"What?" She asked, trying to pick up her hair in case she had to 
run . 

"Will ya look at the moon?" It was an odd enough request to make her 
stop . 

"What?" 

"Just, look't the moon." He repeated, as if eternal patience ran 
through his veins. A ruse obviously. Look away from him is what he 
really meant. 

"No, now go away." She told him, the end of her hair in her hand. She 
needed to coil it or something, but there was no easy way to carry 



"Please? Just look at the moon. And if it doesn't work. I'll go 
away." That caught her. Sure this was probably a trick, but what if 
she could buy herself enough time to get a head start? 

"I look at the moon, and then you'll leave if I still don't know my 
name?" How was looking at the moon supposed to help her remember her 
name? 

"Yes, I promise." He said, still waiting quietly for her. 

She looked down at her unbelievably long hair, looked at her arms, 
tightly covered with sleeves though she knew what they were hiding, 
and then looked up at the giant rabbit. 

Was she dead? Was this the... after? 

Who's to say it wasn't? She had no memory, obviously something had 
happened. And a giant rabbit , wasn ' t that her biggest clue? 

Her hair started to glow then, the warm light surrounded her and then 
spilled down along each strand. 

"Eh!" The Easter Bunny stood up again and looked at her with shocked 
eyes. "What are ya doin?" He demanded. 

"I Don't know!" She said in a panic, dropping her hair and backing 
away from it, as if she could escape it. 

"Ok, Ok, calm down." He said, his paws out in a calming 
gesture . 

"But what's happening? What do I do?" She asked, tears coming up 
again . 

"Please, just look at the moon." He said again, talking about the 
moon while her impossibly long hair was glowing. "Quickly, before it 
sets ! " 


Without any other thoughts coming to her, she finally just turned and 
looked at the moon. If this was the after, she needed guidance, maybe 
that was why he was here. Maybe... 

The moon gave off such a nice glow, soft and strong at the same time. 
Her hair, though glowing around her, was warm and hugged her as she 
stared at the moon. Was it smiling at her? 

"Rapunzel " 

She sat down on her rock, her hair moving around her as a light 
breeze played with it. It was cool, but the wind held the promise or 
warmer days, smelling of flower and new things growing. 

"Rapunzel?" Bunny was standing next to her. But she wasn't afraid 
now. Even as the moon set she reached out and took his offered 
paw . 

"Yes?" She asked, she felt a little dazed, but a lot calmer now. 



"We have to get going." He told her, a smile on his face now. His 
funny bunny face, whiskers twitching as his nose moved. 

"Where are we going?" Rapunzel asked as she stood. He helped her 
gather her hair, no longer blowing, and then lead her to the hole in 
the ground. 

"Somewhere where friends are waiting for us." He said, 
reassuringly . 

"Ok." Rapunzel smiled back, letting him lead her. 

"It's going to be fast, just hold on t'me." He told her. 

"Ok." Rapunzel said, and then let loose a screech as they suddenly 
plummeted into the ground. "Wait, wait, no! I changed my 
mind ! " 

"Almost there" His funny accent told her as she clutched at his fur. 
Rapunzel squeezed her eyes closed tightly and waited for the world to 
right itself 
again . 

0000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000 

Jack sat with Tooth in an empty room at North's workshop a the north 
pole. He was perched on a table, while Tooth was next to the window 
talking to baby teeth who darted up to talk to her and then away 
again . 

Jack sighed for probably the hundredth time that day. He hated being 
corralled here, especially when he didn't want to be here at 
all . 

"It'll be alright. Jack." Tooth said, pausing in giving directions at 
the sound of Jack's unhappiness. 

"I don't understand why this is necessary." Jack grumbled, knocking 
his staff against he table leg and watching his frost climb 
it . 

"Because the Man in the Moon..." Tooth started with a gentle 
smile . 

"Ok, no, I know why. I just don't understand, why!?" Jack nearly 
wailed, feeling almost completely abandoned and betrayed. 

Not because of the new Guardians, not because it was taking any 
attention away from him or anything like that. But because the 
Guardians were so quick to go and help. 

Right there when these other "Turnlings" woke up. Ready to help them, 
guide them. 

Three hundred years ago, where had they been? Had anyone helped 
him? 

No. He'd had to learn it all himself, and wait all this time to find 
out who he really was. 



It hurt, it stung and burned like a fresh wound that he couldn't 
find . 


The table beneath him became encased in ice and he let some of his 
anger out. It was worlds unfair. There was no way he was going to 
welcome these Turnlings. No way. 

Jack once again regarded the window Tooth was at, wondering if he was 
fast enough to get by her. 

"Don't even thin about it Jack." She scolded. "Don't worry, it's 
going to be alright." She hovered over and rested a hand on his 
shoulder. "Let's just see how things turn out?" 

It sucked having a babysitter, but the Guardian's had been right in 
their assumption. After he'd heard the news from MiM, he's exploded 
in anger and refused to help. 

He was a Turnling himself, in charge of frost and snow days, helping 
the season winter come and go. He had his own job to do, he had no 
time to bother with Spring, Summer and Fall. 

There was a great thud from somewhere below them and Tooth darted to 
the door. "Oh, I think North is back." 

Jack sighed heavily, yet again. "Great." 

"That means the others shouldn't be much longer." Tooth darted back 
to the table where Jack was coming off it, about to make a mad dash 
to the window. "Come on, let's go greet them!" 

Tooth was excited. Jack felt faintly sick and angry. Maturity was 
being set aside for the side of him that felt totally abandoned. But 
Tooth had a hold of his arm so he let her drag him out into the main 
work shop and walked up to the giant fire place where North hid their 
crystal from MiM. He walked over to the windows on either side, they 
didn't open, but they made him feel better, and leaned against one, 
pulling up his hood. 

No way was he going to be all accommodat ing and friendly. He could 
hear Noth's booming voice approaching, as well as the ringing of 
bells which was probably elves scattering out of his way. Well, Jack 
braced himself, he was going to make sure that these Turnlings would 
never . . . 

And that was when North walked in with the first Turnling, a young 
boy . 


2 . 2 Relearning the World 
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Chapter 2 : Relearning the World 

Jack didn't move, he hadn't been spotted yet. Tooth was hovering over 
the boy North had brought, and apparently an iridescent woman with 
wings flying around him was too exciting to look away from. 

Jack felt an uncontrollable surge of jealousy and dislike, he didn't 
want to be here for this. He used the distraction of this boy 

introducing himself to Tooth to climb up into the support beams of 

North's workshop. 

He braced his back against and beam and draped one leg over his staff 
and then the staff over his shoulder. Nestled in, he silently 
watched, holding still and listening. 

"Hiccup, you should have taken better care of your teeth." 

"Huh? But I . . . " 

"There's no excuse, look at these molars, completely neglected. And 
so worn, what were you doing? Chewing rocks?" 

Jack bit back a laugh, he'd wanted to laugh the moment he saw, uh. 

Hiccup? Odd name. His hair stuck out in all directions and his face 
looked like someone had shoved it into a fireplace. He essentially 
looked like he'd come out on the wrong end of a science 
experiment . 

It didn't help that when Tooth hovered closer to scold him he fell 
over into North and he and all his gangly limbs went down into a nest 
of elves. 

Jack covered his mouth and tried not to fall off his hiding place. 

Now that he saw Tooth going crazy over someone else's teeth, besides 
his own, it was rather funny. 

Jack turned to his left as a thumping noise and lots of Yetti talk 
came down the hall. 

"I've no time ta stop, lay off." Bunny was shaking snow off his 
shoulders as he walked, with Yetti 's trailing behind him with towels 
and rags. "Next time I'll wipe my feet, ok?" 

Behind him trailed a girl with... 

Jack stared, the Yetti 's were all doing their best to avoid it, but 
there was a trail of hair. Wet from snow hair. The girl was leaning 
forward against the pull as she followed Bunny. And she did not look 
happy . 

Jack covered his mouth with both hands to stifle his laugh, it hung 
around her face with all the grace of a wet cat. And now Yetti 's were 
chasing after her with blow dryers. Jack turned back around when they 
walked under him and joined North and Tooh. 

Hiccup and the girl regarded each other. They were suspicious, they 
were both near Jack's age and it seemed to Jack as if they were 
starting to guess that something was up. 



"This is Rapunzel." Bunny said, gesturing to the girl beside 
him. 


"This" North clapped a big hand down on Hiccup's shoulder, causing 
him to tilt dangerously sideways, "is Hiccup" 

"I'm Tooth, and this is North" Tooth flitted over to Rapunzel and 
pushed her hair out of her face to get a better look at the girl, 
though it fell right back being wet and heavy. 

The girl and boy regarded each other, and Bunny was looking around 
behind him. Jack held his breath, he knew Bunny was looking for him, 
but there was no way he was giving up this great hiding place just 

to... 

"Sandy!" North boomed as a cloud of dust rose up through the great 
halls center, next to the great globe and hovered over the railing to 
bring it's two riders to the ground. 

It was almost too much. Jack nearly fell off the support beam. It was 
another girl, with bright red hair, that looked very akin to an afro. 
Apparently naturally curly, it hadn't stood up well to Sandy's idea 
of traveling. And she looked like the maddest poodle Jack had ever 
seen ! 

Sandy was gesturing wildly to her while she stomped forward to where 
North had the other two children corralled and came to an abrupt stop 
and folded her arms over her chest. 

"I'm Merida." She said in a low growl and heavily accented. 

Jack did let a little bit of his laugh out then, but he couldn't help 
it. He looked down to see if anyone noticed and found Bunny looking 
up at him with a knowing smile. Jack made a small cough and turned 
away, pretending to look at one of North's many flying contraptions 
floating by. 

"You arrived safely, great! Now we can start!" North boomed, around 
his ankles elves scuttled into place, pulling out the dreaded horns 
and drums . 

Yetti's dropped hair dryers and grabbed flags. Jack put his face in 
his palm. Yeah, he'd had the right idea when he'd wanted to skip out 
on this whole thing. 

North turned back to the grubby and disheveled children and a small 
frown appeared on his face. Jack saw him counting and decided now 
would be an excellent time to book it. He got up into a crouching 
position, ready to launch himself into the air. 

"Where is Frost?" He heard North ask and even started to push off, 
eyes towards the ceiling. There were rooms higher up with windows 
that opened, if he could just make it up there then he had his 
escape . 

And as he pushed off the boomerang clipped his leg and tilted him 
just too far as he lost his momentum and plummeted to the floor. 

Right into Bunny's arms. 



"Here he is." Bunny dropped Jack unceremoniously and just in time to 
casually reach up and catch his boomerang as it returned. 

"Gee, Thanks Kangaroo." Jack grumbled as he used his staff to help 
pull himself up. He looked up to find all three children looking at 
him. Three sets of big eyes watching him. 

"Jack, introduce yourself." Bunny nudged him. 

Jack let out an all suffering sigh and put on a forced smile. "I'm 
Jack Frost . " 

Rapunzel took a step towards him, her eyes gone from his face and up 
to his hair. "Your hair is white!" She sounded like it was strangest 
thing she'd ever seen. And it instantly made Jack bristle. 

"Yeah, well, at least I don't have a mile of it." He told her, his 
smile melting away and his eyes daring her to comment on the fact 
that he didn't have shoes. Although, giving her a glance, she didn't 
either . 

Rapunzel took back her step and her eyes fell to the ground. 

"Be nice" Bunny's voice ordered from behind him. 

Jack whorled around. "I don't feel like it." He snapped back. Be 
nice? Who had been nice to him? Bunny? No way. He'd been worst of 
all. Every once in a while he could still hear Bunny's voice, telling 
him that he wasn't a Guardian. That he messed up everything he 
touched. How come these three got the royal treatment and he was 
literally left out in the cold? 

"Get nice or get gone." Bunny barked back. 

"That was the plan" Jack shot back, "Until you guys dragged me here 
and locked me in a room." 

"Because we knew there was no other way ta wrangle ya in. This is 
important." Bunny stomped his foot. 

"Doesn't seem to be if you're telling me to shove off now." Jack 
ignored Bunny's temper and acted as if the whole thing had him 
totally bored. Inside he felt like it was Easter all over again. That 
he'd failed them, and Bunny was once more tearing into him. How come 
he was always at fault? "You know what? You're right, and I'm just 
gonna shove off. I have more important things to do. Winter things. 
Why don't you go take care of them?" He pointed over at the three 
children, but kept his eyes on Bunny. 

"Oh, that's what this is about, isn't it?" Bunny started yelling 
back. Jack met him word for word and now they were yelling over each 
other as Sandy got between them and tried to push either of them 
back . 

"Jeeze. What's wrong with him?" Hiccup asked in a stage whisper, 
leaning over to Merida. Unfortunately, even while Jack was arguing 
with Bunny, he caught that and turned, stopping mid sentence, eyes 
glaring at Hiccup. 

"What's wrong with your face?" Jack asked, more insult than question. 



A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth, though it wasn't really a 
welcoming smile. 

"What?" Hiccup reached up to touch is face. As if he were wondering 
if part of his face were missing and they were all just not saying 
anything about it out of kindness. 

"Oh, that's nice." Merida sneered at Jack. "He's just a little 
dirty . " 

"Looks more like ash to me. Not dirt." Rapunzel remarked as she 
reached out and dragged her finger across his cheek. It came away 
black. She held it up to Merida and rubbed it with her thumb. "Yes, 
see, ash . " 

Hiccup looked relieved for a moment and then proceeded to turn bright 
red under the ash. He started to rub at his face with his sleeves, 
they came away black. 

"There's no need to be rude." Merida scolded Jack who laughed at 
being barked at by a red poodle he could barely understand. 

Bunny shoved him from behind and Jack stumbled towards the children. 
Rapunzel moved as if to help him and suddenly Jack was flying in 
completely the other direction where he slammed into Bunny and took 
them both down in a hard tumble. 

"Oh, that's it. You wanna go snow flake? We'll go!" Bunny shoved Jack 
off him and got up with a paw on his bandolier. 

"It wasn't me" Jack protested as he got up slower, rubbing his 
shoulder where it'd hit the ground. 

"Sure, yea, I believe ya." Bunny made to move forward and North 
finally interfered, moving Jack aside with a sweeping gesture and 
holding out a hand for Bunny to stop. 

"I don't believe it was Jack my friend." North said, laughter dancing 
in his eyes. "It was the young Spring Turnling." He held an open hand 
out to Rapunzel as if to say "ta-da" . 

Bunny looked at Rapunzel, as did everyone else in the room. Except 
Jack, who was brushing off dust that wasn't there. It made sense to 
him, the wind hand't felt... right. 

"What did you call her?" Merida asked, her hands coming down from 
where she'd been trying to tame her hair. 

"He said Spring Turnling." Hiccup said, "What's a Turnling?" 

Jack walked back to his window and stared out as North began to 
explain. He tried to squash down the resentment, but it was hard. He 
hurt so much inside. He longed to be gone from there. 

"You are all now Turnlings. Music." North pointed at the elves at his 
feet and instantly music began to play. Jack rolled his eyes and 
tried to ignore it. And he thought he showed great restraint in not 
freezing any of the little "helpers". 


"Wait" Merida cried out over the music, it ground to a halt with a 



few off notes. "What is a Turnling?" 

"You are all seasonal spirits now. The Man in the Moon told us you 
were coming and would need help." Tooth took a break from two tiny 
teeth she'd been looking over. "So we brought you here to explain 
things to you . " 

"Turnlings help the seasons change. Help them flow and keep them from 
destroying everything. Seasonal magic is very powerful." Bunny said, 
"You three are Spring, Summer and Fall." 

"Magic..." Rapunzel looked down at the hair she was absentmindedly 
running through her fingers. 

"What about Winter?" Hiccup asked. Jack could feel eyes on him as he 
glared out the window. His hurt and anger were reaching their last 
threads. He didn't need to hear all this. He already knew it, had 
learned it all on his own. Three hundred years of lonely knowledge 
earned the hard way. 

"Jack is Winter." Bunny said, his voice belied his anger and 
frustration with the teen and it was just enough to push Jack over 
the edge . 

Jack stormed away from his window and started down the 
hall . 

"Jack..." Tooth started to say, worry over him clear in his voice, 
but Jack froze the nearest elves and wooden beams. He didn't want 
anyone following him, he wanted very much to be alone right now. 

He found the nearest room with a window that opened and stormed in 
and threw the window open. Jack plummeted out the window, ignoring 
the part of him that was even more hurt when no one followed 
him. 

000000000000000000000000000000 

Sandy flew up into Bunny's face, a sand volcano erupting over his 
head as he shook his finger at Bunny. 

"I didn't do anything." Bunny defended himself, though half trying to 
convince himself as Sandy left, flying after Jack. 

Tooth gave him a look, a sad look that said 'you know what you did' 
and Bunny turned away from her, going to lean against a wall. Of 
course, completely missing the similarities between him and the 
missing teen. 

North cleared his throat and got the Turnlings attention back on 
him. 

"As Bunny was saying. Jack Frost is the Winter Turnling. And he has 
been for over three hundred years now. He already knows how to use 
and control his powers. So he will help you." 

"Doesn't much look like he wants to help." Merida said quietly. 

"Why is he so angry?" Rapunzel asked North, Bunny watched her 
closely. Had she really used her powers to push Jack into him? He 



hand't seen her use the East Wind yet, though MiM had warned them 
that all Turnlings could. 


"He... is not mad." North said with a nervous laugh. "Sandy will 
bring him back. But you," He pointed at Rapunzel, "Are Spring." 

He pointed at Merida next, "Autumn" 

And he once again laid a heavy hand on Hiccup, almost making the 
youth's legs buckle beneath him. "And Summer!" 

"And we're supposed to control the seasons?" Hiccup asked, 
bewilderment coloring his voice with a slight panic. 

"Not control, but help. Reign in." North said, his voice going a 
little breathy with the mystery of it all. Grand stander. 

"You'll each be able to use Wind Magic." Bunny pushed away from the 
wall to take over and make sure the kids didn't lose any of the 
necessary tidbits in North's extravagance. "Spring uses the East 
Wind, Autumn the West, Summer the Southern Wind and Winter the 
Northern . " 

"So... I really did push him?" Rapunzel asked, her green eyes wide 
with surprise and wonder. "I didn't mean to." Bunny smiled down at 
her and rested a reassuring hand on her shoulder. 

"That explains what happened." Merida said, "I was moving those 
leaves" If Bunny had to guess she was talking about those leaves that 
were still stuck to the back of her dress. 

"I almost flew." Hiccup marveled. 

"And with practice you'll be able to. It's how Jack gets around." 
Bunny confirmed, smiling when Hiccup looked at him with blatant 
disbelief on his face. "You have seasonal based powers as 
well . " 

North gestured with a large hand to Jack's handiwork. "Jack makes 
frost. And much more." 

"The rocks..." Hiccup looked down at his hands. 

"The berries." Merida's hand darted up to her lips. 

Bunny glanced at Tooth who just shrugged back at him, just as 
confused as he was . 

"North?" Tooth got his attention. "Maybe we should get them settled 
for the night? It's getting rather late." Behind her through the 
window the sun was setting over the snow covered mountains. 

"Ah, yes! Come, we have beds." North said. The Turnling children 
followed him, Rapunzel smiling up at Bunny before she 
followed . 

"Bunny." Tooth hovered over to him, reaching out to touch him. 

Bunny turned away, pretending not to see. "I have ta get back to my 
Warren . " 



"Don't leave, can't we talk about this?" Tooth asked, her sad eyes 
making his back itch. If he turned around now he'd be lost and would 
just give in to her. 

"It will be winter soon." Bunny said casually, "Easter is closer than 
you think . " 

"Bunny, why are you so hard on Jack?" Tooth's question sent a new 
surge of anger through him. 

"Tell North I'll be back in a couple of days to help." And with those 
words he was gone down a rabbit hole back to his Warren. Striving not 
to remember the look on Jack's face as he'd passed by before he'd 
left. Telling himself that he'd imagined the hurt there. 


End 
f ile . 



